SUNDAY MORNINGS

departed glory of the inns at which they called and
ended with anathemas against " Brunei, Stephen-
son, and Hudson, the railroad kings/' For two
generations the posting-houses languished ; then
came the motor-car which saved them. Miss St.
Aubyn would most certainly have welcomed this.
She was an independent lady and travelling by
rail is a gross servitude. It is bad enough to be
shackled to one constant train, to be (as the
Limerick puts it) " not a 'bus, but a tram " ;
it is worse still to have one's supply of fresh air
dictated by strangers, and the precise number and
durations of one's stops dictated by a company
which is seeking the average convenience of the
greatest number, which means nobody's con-
venience at all. The immortal road has revived,
and the ancient inns with it. The destruction of
country inns has been arrested ; in many in-
stances recent years have seen much-needed
repairs and restoration carried out. It is in the
large cities that these, like other ancient monu-
ments, are still disappearing. It is a significant
fact that when the authors want typical pictures of
country inns, whether medieval, Elizabethan, or
Georgian, they supply us with photographs; but
the ancient hostelries of London have mostly to be
shown in old prints and drawings. A fragment is
here, and a delicious fragment, of the " George " at
Southwark (a luncheon at which should always be
the sequel to a visit to that interesting Cathedral
Church which the ogre Henry VIII first con-
fiscated and then sold back to the parishioners),
but where are the other great London inns, with
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